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Goodbye Grandpa


I don’t remember much about my grandfather.  Most of my memories are of him lying in his hospital bed in the living room, unable to speak.  Grandpa Danny had lung cancer and on December 26, 2000 he passed away.  Everyone has regrets when someone passes away.  Some may wish they could have said or did something, while others wish they hadn’t.

I pulled up to the cemetery and stepped out of my car.  The air was chilled and the breeze shook the leaves from the trees. I walked through the gate and could see the frost bitten grass; I could hear the leaves crunching beneath my feet.  Lake Pointe Cemetery in Tooele is small and centered between houses.  The cemetery holds about twenty gravestones, each of them bare.  The age of the cemetery was evident in the many tarnished gravestones; only a few still had their glimmer in the morning sunlight.

This was my first trip to the cemetery and I had a difficult time finding my grandpa.  I walked up and down the green isles of desolate graves.  There were no flowers perched upon any of them; the only foliage in site was the decaying autumn leaves. After a few minutes of searching, I found him near the back of the cemetery. I knelt down in front of him and placed the red roses I brought with beside him.  They wouldn’t last long in the cold, but for a moment, it brought some color to the place.

When Grandpa passed, I was only ten-years-old.  I remember the day my stepmom called me; it was the day after Christmas.  I had a hard time comprehending what I was being told, because I had just seen him the day before.  Although he wasn’t in the best shape, we celebrated we had one more Christmas with him.  For his present, we bought him his favorite movie, “A Christmas Story”; he liked that gift.  Watching that movie was the last thing we did as a family. “His viewing will be tomorrow. Do you want to go?” my stepmom asked me on the phone.  I thought for a minute while images of Grandpa laying there rushed through my head.  “No,” was my abrupt answer.  “Do you want to go to the funeral?” she asked again. “No,” I replied.

It started to get colder and the clouds in the sky were a light grey.  Another family had come to the cemetery, but they stood closer to the front. The man and woman were accompanied by two young children.  A boy, whom was probably twelve-years-old, and a little girl about five, stood next to the man.  The woman was knelt down beside one of the graves, I could hear her crying.  “We miss you Grandma,” pouted a young voice.  I assumed it was the little girl. They had also brought flowers, a mixed bouquet of lilies and other wild flowers.  It took the children a few minutes before they broke away from their father, perhaps they were unsure of what to do.  They slowly walked closer to their mother and the little girl mimicked her position.  She knelt down beside her and bowed her head.  They were probably praying, and I felt intrusive with my observing, so I turned back towards my grandpa.


I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be doing.  Was I supposed to say something?  Make an attempt to engage in some sort of one-sided conversation, and hope for some subtle reaction from nature?  In the movies, the characters always talk of the slight breeze or brush against their skin which reassured them their passed loved ones were still watching over.  I searched for the words, but I said nothing.  “Hey, how have you been?” didn’t seem appropriate and “I miss you,” didn’t seem like enough.  I looked over my shoulder, the other family had left.  Once again, I was alone.


I stared at Grandpa’s gravestone, trying to think of something to say.  More clouds had rolled in and a bitter cold swept over me.  I felt the crisp air in my throat as I tried to breath, and even though I was wearing some generic brand of Ugg boot, my toes had started to tingle.  I felt silly just sitting here, but I wasn’t going to leave.  I felt as if I needed to be there, I needed to say something…yet, I wasn’t sure what exactly it was.  I took a deep breath and exhaled, the air coming out of my mouth as smoke.  My nose was frozen now, and my lips had begun to freeze as well.  I didn’t think this would be as hard as it was.  What I had planned was to come, deliver the roses, maybe sit for a minute, and leave.  I glanced at my watch; I had been here for thirty minutes. I looked to the sky, a storm was coming, and I had a long ways to drive home.  I looked back down at Grandpa, and I could hear geese honking as they flew through the sky.  Snowflakes started to flurry to the ground slowly. As I gathered my purse and searched for my keys, the words came to my mind.  I knew exactly what I needed to say to Grandpa, and it was the best thing I could say.  I placed my hand on Grandpa’s gravestone, and with my frozen lips I quietly muttered, “Goodbye Grandpa”.
